Tlx mofi Umentabk Ti-dgeftt 

Entrer Frier vnth Lamhorne, Crtwe, 
and Spade. 

Trier, S. Frances be my fpcede, how oft to night 

Haue my old feet ftumbjed at graucs i Whocs there ? 
Matt. Heercsone, a fnend, and one that knovves you well 
Fner. BlilTc be vpon you. Tell me good my friend 

What torch is yond that vainly lends his light 

To grubs and eyclefle fculles : as 1 difcernc, 

It burnetii in the Capels monument. 
Man. It doth fo holy fir, and thcrcs my matter, one that yon 
Fner. Who is it? ^ 
Man. T\omeo. 

Fner. How long hath he bin there ? 

Man. Full halfe an houre. 

Trier. Go with me to the Vault. 

Man. I dare not (ir. 
My Matter kno wes not but I am gone hence, 
And fcarcfully did menace me with death 
Ifl did ftay to looke on his cntcnts. 

Frier. Stay then ile go alone, feare comes vpon me. 

0 much I feare fome ill vnthnftie thing. 

<*Jtt*n. As I did flccpe vnder this yong tree heere* 

1 dreampt my maifter and another fought, 
And that my mairtcr flew him. 

Frier. %*meo. 
Alack alack, what bloud is this which ftaines 
The ftony<ntfrsci€£ofthis Sepulchred 
What meanc thefe maiftcrlelTc and goai ie fwords 
To lie difcolour'd by this place of peace i 
%omeo y oh p 4 k / ^ ho clfe, what Tar 14 too f 
And fte^ inbloud ?ah whatan vntind hovvcr 
h guikic ofri ; : r4t^u01e chance i 
The Lady P t .z 

Inh. O corr.l x *">b Ic Frier, where is my Lord? 
I do remember well where I fiiould be : ' 
And there I am, ?Aicrc is my Ra wco ? 

frier. IhcarcibmciK)yfeLady,comcfroa3thatncft 

Of 


trf death, contagion, and vnnaturall fleepc, 
A greater power then wc can contradift 
Hath thwarted our intents, come, come away, 
Jhy husband in thy bofome there lies dead: 
And Paris too, come ile difpofe of thee, 
Among aSiftcrhood of holy Nunnes s 
Stay not to qucftion, for the watch is coroming, 
Cornc go good I dare no longer ftay. 

Mi. Go get thee hence, for I will notaway. 
Whats heere ? a cup clofd in my true loues hand J 
Poifon I fee hath bin his timelelTc end : 

0 churle, drunke all, and left no friendly drop 
To help me 

after, I will kilte thy lips, 
Happhe fome poyfon yetdoth hang on them, 
To make me dye with a rcftoratme. 

Thy lips arc warme. 

1 Enter Boy and Watch. 

Watch. Le»Ac boy, which way. 
Inli. Yea noife? then ile be bricfe. O happy dagger 
This is thy (heath, there ruft and let me dye. 
Watch hoy. This is the place there where the torch doth burnc. 
W^.Thc ground isbloudie.fearch about the Churchyard. 
Go fome of you, who ere you find attach. 
Pittifull fight, heere lies theCounticflaine, 
And M^bleeding, warme, and newliedead : 
Who heere hath laine this two daies buried. 
Go tell the Prince, runne to the Cafttlets, 
Raile vp the Momtagues, fome others fearch, 
We fee the ground whereon thefe woes do lye, 
But the true ground of all thefe piteous woes 
We cannot without circumftance defcry. 
Enter Romeos ma*. 
Watch. Hcres Romeos man,we found him in the Churchyard. 
Chief, watch. Hold him in fafctie till the Prince come hither. 
Enter Frier, andanother Watchman. 

%mtch. Here is a Frier that trembles, fighes, and wepes^ 

* 


